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Chap. XYII..A Touching Revelation.
For nearly four years did I work per¬

sistently, striving to redeem my past, at

the offices in Great Queen street. At this

period my position was greatly improved,
my services estimated at a value that was

as honorable to tny employer as it was ad¬
vantageous to me; my life settled into a

placid routine that was broken into by
nothing more eventful than an occasional
holiday trip. I had grown to be fairly at
peace with myself and more hopeful for
the future than I had once deemed it pos¬
sible that I could ever be. Forcing, I may
say, the respect of others, I gained In a

measure my own and was reasonably don-
tent.
Not all so, however. The phantom light

that had danced before my youthful eyes
danced before them still, no whit subdued
In brilliancy. With the change to wider
and mdnlier sentiments that I was con¬
scious of in my own development, I fos¬
tered secret hope of a similar growth in
Zyp. At twenty-two, I thought, she could
hardlv remain rhe irresponsible, bewitch¬
ing changeling she had been at seventeen.
Womanliness must have blossomed in her,
and with it a sense of the right relation¬
ship of soul to body. Perhaps even the
glamour of mystery that must surround my
panner of life had operated as a growing
charm with her, and had made me, in her
eyes, something the fascinating figure she
always was and would be in mine.
Sometimes now, in thinking of him. I

had fear of Jason, but more often not.
Zyp's parting words to me.that were ever
'n my ears -seemed weighted with the
... anlng, at least, that had I fought my
battle well I should have won. In my enrs,
also, forever rung that passing gull's cry,
that I knew, but would not recognize in
my proud anguish, to be the bitter wail of
my love struck suddenly forlorn.
What had it meant.that dim, wild sound

overhead? What, indeed, if not that her
soul had broken with mourning over the ex¬
ile from its mate?
To think of it.to recall it.ai>vays gave

LfOubi«<i comforc. In my
hest uiOuivUL* it returned upon me. crying-
crying the assurance that 110 selfish suit
pressed by my brother could ever prevail
over the Inwarder preference her heart
knew for me. In my worst, it did no more
than trouble me with a teaming mock at my
human passion so persistent in its faith to
a will-o -fhe-wisp. But my faith remained
nevertheless unshaken, and my belief that
there was that keenness of insight in its
Idol to pierce through the glossy bloom of
my brother's beauty and fathom the de¬
pravity within.

I think that all this time I never dared
to nut bravely to myself the thought -as
much part of my being as my eyesk'ht.that
not for one true moment had I yielded my
hope of Zyp to circumstances. All my dili¬
gence. all my labor, all my ambition, were
directed to this solitary end.that some day
I might lay them at her feet as bribes to
her favor. Therefore, till self-convinced of
their finished worthiness, I tolled on with
dogger! perseverance, studying; observing,
perfecting, denying myself much rest and
pleasure till my heart should assure me
that the moment was come.

nd what of them at the old haunted
ui; News was rare and scanty, yet at
nervals it came to link me with their

destinies. The first year of my banish¬
ment my father wrote me three times-
short, rugged notes, void of Information
and negatively satisfactory only in the
sense that, had anything of importance
taken place, he would. I concluded, have
acquainted me of U. These Uttje letters,
the ineTe perpetration of which I. know¬
ing bim. felt to be notes of taciturn sym¬
pathy. were answered by me in epistles
of ample length, wherein I touched upon
my manner of life and the nature of my
successes. The second year, however, the

desultory correspondence was taken up
by Jason, who wrote, as he talked, in a
spirit of boisterous banter, and, under
cover of familiar gossip, told me less, if
possible, than my father had. Dad. he
said in his first, had tired of the effort
and had handed the task over to him.
Thereafter he acquitted himself of it in
long leaps over gaps that covered months,
and it was now more than four or five
since I had received any sort of com¬
munication from him.
This did not greatly trouble me. There

was that between us which, it always
seemed to me, he sought to give expression
to in his letters.a hint secretly conveyed
that I must never forget I lived and pros-
ered on sufferance only. Now my own
nowledge of the methods of justice, no

less than the words Dr. Crackenthorpe had
once applied to my case, had long been suf¬
ficient to assure me that I had little or
nothing to fear from the processes of the
law. No less peremptory, however, was
the conviction that .Jason had it in his
power to socially ruin me at a word; and
the longer that word was delayed.that is
to say. so long as my immunity did not
clash with his Interests.the better chance
I had of testing and retesting my armor of
defence. Yet, for all ray care, he found out
a weak place presently.
In the meantime I lived my life, such as

it was, and found a certain manner of
pleasure in it. Duke and I, still good
friends, changed our lodgings, toward the
last quarter of the fourth year, and moved
into more corrimodious ones over an iron¬
monger's shop in Holborn. Here we had a
sitting room as well as a bedroom common
to both of us. and tasted the joys of inde¬
pendence with a double zest.
Since our river experience it had become

a usual thing for me to join my friend and
Dolly in their frequent Sunday walks to¬
gether. This, at first, I deprecated; but
Duke would have it so; and finally it lapsed
into an institution. Indeed, upon many oc¬
casions I was left to escort the girl alone,
Duke pleading disinclination or the counter-
attraction of some book he professed to be
absorbed in.
Was I quite so blind as I appeared to

be? I can hardly say myself. That the
other entertained a most affectionate re¬

gard for the girl was patent. He was al¬
ways to me. however, such a quaint medley
of philosophical resignation and human
susceptibility; he made such a jest of his
natural disabilities in matters that men
use as appeals to passion, that I truly
believe I was more than half taken in
by his manners and inclined to doubt the
existence in him of any strong bias to¬
ward the attractions of the other sex.
His behavior to Dolly was generally

much more that of an elder brother to¬
ward a much younger half-sister born
into the next generation, than of a
lover who seeks no greater favor from a
woman than that she shall keep the best
secrets of her womanhood for him. He
petted, indulged and playfully analyzed her
all in one. He would combat no single
inclination or preference in her, "but his
heart was always ready for her did she
care to appeal to him for advice or pro¬
tection. Now, thinking of him in the
stern knowledge of years, I often marvel
over the bitter incapacity of the other sex
to choose aright tne fathers of its chil¬
dren. How could the frailest, prettiest
soul among them turn from such luminous
depths as his to the meretricious foppery
of emptier Parises?
But then I was greatly to blame. The

¦winning ways of the girl, no less than
Duke's persistent deprecation of any affec¬
tation of proprietorship in her, are my
one excuse. A poor one, even then, for
how may I cry out on simple-hearted
Dolly, when I, for all my larger experi¬
ence, failed to read the little history of
sorrow that was daily before my eyes? It
was after events only that interpreted to

me the pride that would not let the crip¬
ple kneel, a suitor to pity.
As to my own feelings toward the pretty

soul I had once so basely linked to my own
with an impulsive kiss.they were a com¬
pound of indulgence and tenderness that
fell altogether short of love. I desired
to be on brotherly terms of intimacy with
her, indeed, but only in such manner as to
preclude thought of any closer tie. She
interested and amused me, and made a
dainty recurrent episode In my monoto¬
nous stretch of the days. When ahe was

at least assure my conscience that it was
not to blame for the misconstruction.
Alas! I was to learn how reckless a thing

it is to seek to extinguish with laughter
the fire of a woman's heart. Blow soft
or loud, it will roar into flame by and by.
One Sunday afternoon in the early Au¬

tumn of that fourth year, Dolly and I were
loitering together about the slopes and by¬
ways of Epping forest.

Chap. XYIII.A Voice from the Crowd
Dolly had been unusually silent during

the afternoon, and now, as we turned to
retraee our steps in the direction of the
station from which we weie to take train
for London, she walked beside me without
uttering a word.
Suddenly, however, she put her hand

upon my arm and stayed me.
"Kenny," she said, "will you stop a

little while? I want to speak to you."
"All right," I said; "speak away."
"Not here.not here. Come off the path;

there's a seat out there."
Seeing with surprise that her face was

pale and drawn with nervousness, and
fancying our tramp might have overtired
her, I led her to the place she indicated.a
bench set in the deep shadow of a chestnut
tree.and we both sat down.
"Now, Doll," I said, gayly, "what's the

tremendous confidence?"
"Kenny," she said, quietly, "William

Reid has asked me to marry him."
"No! William Reid.the young fellow

over at Hansard's? Well, I can only tell
you, Dolly, that I know nothing but
what's gOod of him for a steady and prom¬
ising chap, who's sure to make as fine a
husband as he is a workman."
"Do you advise me to take him, then?

Do ^-ou want me to?"
"You might do much worse.indeed, you

might, Dolly. Why, to my knowledge, he's
drawing £3 a week already. Of course 1
shall be very, very sorry to lose my little
chum and companion, but I always foresaw
that this would have to be the end of our
comradeship some day."
She sat looking at the ground a little

while and adjusting a fallen twig with
the point of her parasol. Then she rose and
said, in the same quiet tone: "Very well,"
and moved a step away.

I rose also and was about to resume the
subject, when In a moment, to my hor¬
ror. she threw herself back on the bench
and, flinging her hands up to her face,
burst into a passion of tears.

I was so startled and shocked that for
the instant I could think of nothing to do
or say. Then I bent down and cried;
"Dolly, what Is it? What's the matter?!

Have I hurt you in any way?"
She struggled with her sobs, her bosom

rising and falling1
hysterically, but she
made a brave effort
to command herself.
"Oh. don't look;

don't listen! I shall
be all right in a min¬
ute."

I moved away a
little space and
6 t o o d anxiously
waiting. When I
turned again her
face was still buried
In her arm. but the
keenness of the out¬
burst was subdued,

I approached and

a cry. Then Dolly sat up and saw my
face.
"Renny!" she cried, "I never meant to

teJl; only.only, I am so miserable."
I went to her and took her hand and

helped her to her feet.
"Dolly," I said, In a low, hoarse voice,

"I have been a selfish brute. I never
thought what I was doing, when I should
have thought. Now, you must give me
time to think."
"You didn't know. Renny".her pretty

eyes were struggling with tears again, anil
her poor face looked up into mine, entreat¬
ing me not to take base advantage of her
surrender."if I kissed you as you kissed
me once do you think it would come?"
"It isn't right for us to try, dear."
Thank heaven my manhood stood the

test.t-he inference so pathetic in its child¬
ish simplicity.
"Come," I said, "we will go back now. I

want time to think it all over by myself.You mustn't refer to it again, Dolly, in anyway.not till I can see you by and by,alone."
She said, "Yes, Renny," humbly. Her

very manner toward me was marked by a
touching obedience.
We caught our train and sped back toLondon in a crowded compartment, so thatthe present embarrassment of tete-a-tete

was spared us. At the terminus we partedgently and gravely on both sides and wenteach of us home.
Duke was in bed when I reached ourlodgings, and for that I was grateful, forI felt far too upset and confused to relishthe idea of a talk with him. Indeed,since the moment Dolly had confessed to

me he had hung strangely in the back¬ground of my thoughts. He walked myfancy like the ghost of one whose ewelamb I had slain. His face was imaged,grave, reproachful.pitying, but not for me.I felt a comfortless dawning of apprehen¬sion that all along he had been a keenwitness of the silent little drama in whichunconsciously I was an actor.had satin the pit and sorrowfully gauged the pur¬port of the part I played. Those whomake history are seldom those who readit. Well, now I must study to disentangleIts Intricacies.
I went to bed, but never to sleep. Allnight long I tossed, struggling to unravelthe disorder In my brain. I could thinkout nothing collectively.'warp and woofwere Inextricably confused.
At length, in despair, I rose, redressedand went outside. The church clocksclanged 6 as I stepped on to the pavement;there was a fresh-blown coolness In thedusky air; the streets stretched emptilyto the dawn.
In the very contact with space, the tu¬

mult in my head settled down Into some
manner of order and I was able to face,after a fashion, the problem before me.
Here, to one side, would I place Zyp; tothe other Dolly. Let me plead to each,

counselled by heart and conscience. To
Zyp: You hnve and have ever had that of
mine to which I can give no nam^, but
which men call "love" as an expression of
what Is Inexpressible. I know that this
gift, this descent of tongues, this sixth
sense, that, like the soul, embraces all the
others.call it what you will.once ac¬
quired, Is indestructible and Ineradicable.
For joy or evil I am doomed to it, spirit¬
ually to profit or be debased by It. You
may scorn, but you cannot kill It, and ex¬
iled In material form from you here it

'Renny ? Really? and a True Sportsman as
of Old."

shy with me upon our first meeting after
that untoward contact in the lock-house.
I laughed her into playfulness and would
have no sentimental glamour attaching to
our bond of sympathy. If. then, she chose
to interpret my manner otherwise I could

leaned over her ten¬
derly, putting a kind
hand on her shoul¬
der.
"Now. little wo¬

man," I said, "wont
you tell me what it
is? I might comfort
and counsel you, at
least, Dolly, dear."
She answered so

low that I had to
6toop further to hear

her:
"I only thought, perhaps.perhaps you

might care more and not want me to."
What a simple little sentence, yet how

fierce a vision it sprung upon my blind¬
ness! I rose and stepped back almost wifn

will make to you in the hereafter as sure¬
ly as a stone flung from a crater returns
to the earth of which it is kin.
Say that the accidents of existence are

to keep us here apart; that, looking through
the rosy veil of life, your heart desires to
mate with another more picturesque than
mine. It may be so. During these long
four years you have never once directly,
by word or sign, given proof that my being
holds any interest for you. You ban¬
ished me, I must remember, for all my
efforts to torture hope- out of them, with
words designed to be final. What if I ac¬
cept the sentence and say: "I yield my ma¬
terial form to one who desires its affec¬
tions; who will be made most happy by
the bestowal of them upon her; who yearns
to me, perhaps, as I to you." I may do so
and none the less be sure of you some
day.

To Dolly: I have done you a bitter
wrong, but one, I think, not Irremc^table.Perhaps I never thought but thait I

nship apart from love was pMS1)le .yenman and woman. In any case, n?Vself andfar too much consideration to myseii
vmirfar too little to you. \ov® Jof bit-own confession, and In this world o^ Wtter troubles it is very sweet to be loved

and loved by such as you. I am pieog. ,

It seems, to a hopeless quest. V hat i
£?ive it uo? My concern, so far at.happiness Is Involved, is with this worid.
not the next. Let us taste joy in tn s

world.the joy of a paftnersh p te^graced by strong affection and ccmenteu
by a respect that shall be mutua . wlld"eratone for my error to you mortallove that is not to be controlled by moiuu
reasoning I consign to futuruy.

roseThinking these thoughts a Pict^rerbefore me of a restful haven, wherem .

storm-beaten life might rock at anchor to

the end; of Dolly as my wife ln all tne
fascination of her pe
sonality.her love, her
wistful eyes and rosy mouthso respons^^to laughter or tears. I felt very
toward the child, who "the
passion she had so" one concealed.hy

Sac^^d^cofer'amll^ulge my 'im¬
agination means misery/ , nAs I thought. I had

con-unwitting of whither I went, dim >

clew problem that so WW"? .tswsW»'Spots !people. They were all g°ll*S ¦¦¦ -

t andtion and were generally of the
most degraded classes in London. 1 he
was a boisteious and unclean mlith ram
nant among them. There was a ravenous
eagerness of haste, too. that one seemed to
associate instinctively with t

fieldsform of vampire that crouches over fields
of slain and often competes what the
bullet has but half done. Women we

rTmons1 them in numbers; some carrying
infants in their gaunt, ragged arms;som
plumed and decked as if for a gala sight.

I was weary with thought; weary.wltto
the monotony of introspection. Evidently
there was some excitement toward and to
follow It up would take me out of m.

SeToiHne ud Ludgate Hill we went, an
army of*tramping feet. Then, like a sewer
diverted, we wheeled and poured into
noisome alley of the Old Bailey.
In a moment the truth burst upon me

with a shock. There was a man to be
hanzed that morning!

I twisted hurriedly about andstroveto
force my way out again. I might as easil
have stayed the Thames with a finger. I
was beaten back with oaths and c<oarse
rlbaldrv.gathered up and carried ruth
lesslv in ^the rush for place.hemmed in,
planted like a maggot in one great trunk
of bestial and frouzy human flesh. Han
I striven again I should have been smashed
and pounded underfoot, all
life stamped from me. In theatres, late
comers, who obstruct the view momen¬
tarily, awaken demons in refl°e£Here in the great theatre of death, tne
sensual and besotted fiends of ^"orance
would pluck out an eyelash that obscured
the view bv a thread.

.

I looked about me In agony. Before and
around was one huge sea of faces. from
the level of which rose a jangling patter
of talk and cries, like bubbles bursting on?he surface of a seething tank of corrup¬
tion. Rank weeds turning to the sun of
? lifir desires, thev gloated one and all on
a hideous machine that 8t0°d forth and
aeainst the frowning wall of Newgate.
Barriers were about it. and a spruce cor¬
don of officials who stood out Jumanlytothat earden of squalid refuse, it was
black, with a black crossbeam; and from
the beam a loop hung motionless, like a
collar for death to grin through, and t
crowd were already betting on the ex

pression of his face when he should first

8<?I felt sick and unstrung. But when T
closed mv eve? on the grewsome sight
seemed so like to dropping where I stood
thqt I dared not keep them so. Look I
must, for. from my position, the dreadful
tree, ripening to its fruit, broke Into the

Vlftdo°fnott knowehobw longDo^ short a time
mv anguish lasted. It may have been half
an hour, when the deep tolling of a be
wrought sudden silence in the fetid air
At its first stroke the roar of voices went
off and lessened rolling like a pea!I of thun^der; at Its third the quiet of eternity had
fallen and consumed the world.
A mist came before my eyes. \\ hen it

cleared I was aware of a little group on
the platform, and one, with a ghastly white

fa"WhoeisC<lt?',e I whispered, In Intolerable
agonv. to clip the nerve of silence.
"Curse vou!" growled my next neighbor.

"Can't you hold your tongue and let a

C0leword marred the full relish of his ap-

Peinmanaged to slew my bead away from
the direct line of vision. A low babbte of

cam© from the scaffolu# He must
be reprieved. I thought, with a leap of
the heart I could not conceive voices
sounding natural, otherwise, under such
fearful circumstances.

, , .Suddenly, as I was on the point of look¬
ing onee more to ease any horrible tension
of mind, there dropped upon my ears a
low, rumbling flap, and Immediately a
hoarse murmur went up from the multi¬
tude Then. Riving a cry myself, I turned
mv face. The rope hung down in a straight
line, but loop and man were gone.
From that universal murmur, by claps

and starts, the old uproar bubbled fortb
from the faces, till the pent-up street re-

sounded with It. An after-dinner loquacity
¦was on all, and the fellow who had cursed
me a minute ago addressed me now with
overbrimming geniality of information.
"Who's hiin, says you/ Why, *hfre s

your wits gone, matey t Him was Mul-ler.
the greasy furriner as murdered old

Atrial had made sensatfion enough of
late, but the date of the poor wretch s exe¬
cution I had had no thought,of.
When at last I could fouce a passage

through the press-for they lingered like
o-houls over the «rumbs of Qie banquet.I
broke into Holborn, with my whole soul
panting and crying for fresh air and for-
sretfulness. It was hideous, it was inhu¬
man it was debasing, I cried to myself, to
launch that quivering mass of terror into
eternity in a public shambles! Were life
for a life" a solemn necessity, then no less
urzent was it that the sentence should be
enforced in an atmosphere of solemnity
and the victim not be baited to his death
in a ibear garden of ruffianism. To such as
came to see. it must be grossly demoraliz¬ing to those who, like me, were enforcedspectators, it was a sickening experience
that must leave an impression of morbidity
alAs Sit Chanced,' though I could not foresee
it the mood that found expression a me

'

wfivine to a national liead, and tliiawis to be the last public execution In

EWlthdfranti<; groping I was struggling to
thread my wav through the loitering frfngeK crow'l "when I felt a hand grasp myshoulder"and a voice exclaim: "Renny, by
all the saints!"

T turned.and it was Jason.
Ho held me at arm's length and cried

again: "Renny? Really?-and a true sports-
"S. te'l'ancd .0 me .ad "'"'.p.red Trttt
a trill- "I sav, old fellow. If it 'wasn t forfuck you might be any day where he stood
just now."

To be continued to-morrow. This story
began In the Journal April 27.

A Supplement of the Journal
containing the first seven chap-
ters of "The UVlill of Silence
will be mailed to any address
upon receipt of a two cent
stamp.
PINEAPPLESPLENT1FDL.

The Market Well Supplied with
Pines in Variety at At¬

tractive Prices.

Some Delicious Recipes for Preparing
the Favorite Fruit of the

Tropics and the Mode.

The Havana 'strawberry pineapples are

now in market. Although the strawberry
pine possesses both the color and fra¬

grance of its namesake, its flavor is act

and rather disappointing when served fresh.
It is excellent, however, for all culinary
purposes, save preserving. The sugar loaf

pines, which come from Havana in late

May or early June, and which are n^estthe quality of that grown in .the English
pineries, are the housekeepers best ally
for canning or preserving.
The fibrous leaf of the pineapple is used

to make a fabric of extreme delicacy and
lightness. As a digester, the pineapple has
no equal. It is of especial value to dys¬
peptics. Eaten as an accompaniment to

meat, it facilitates digestion, but it should
never be taken on an empty stomach, as,
failing anything else to work upon, it at¬
tacks the lining of the stomach Itself.^ It
is this tendency of the pineapple that
makes it so valuable in dyspeptic cases,
often cutting the mucus that cannot be re¬

moved in any other way.
Pineapple Compote.Shred one pineapple

and add to a syrup composed of two cups
sugar and one and one-half cups J.ter;when cooked clear, add juice of half a

lemon and a wineglass of shernr, and serve

on stale sponge cake, with whfpped cream.

Sherry Cobbler-Cut thin slices of pine¬
apples, lemon and orange, and put iu a

pitcher, with a springling of sugar and
pounded Ice between each layer; add three
tumblers of water and more sugar if need¬
ed, and stir well; put In a glass of sheriy,
fill with pounded Ice, mix thoroughly and

pineappel Mousse.Peel one pineapple; put
a few slices in a bowl, sprinkle with powdered
sugar, pour over it a little rum and set
aside; grate the/est of the pineapple, add
three teaspoonfuls vanilla, two tablespoon-
fuls Jamaica rum and enough sugar'to
imke very sweet; set on ice; whip a plut
of cream to a stiff froth, add the grated
pineapple and pour in icecream mould and
freeze.

THE NEWEST DESIGNS IN SILVER TABLEWARE,
WHAT SOME WOMEN DO.
Odd Means of Earning a Livelihood

Employed in England.
It has sometimes been hinted by -worthy

people who sought to praise the American
girl at the expense of her English cousin
thut the latter lacked the ingenuity of the
former. But a list of the occupations in
whjch various well-born, well-bred London
women who are lacking in fortune and In
raining to earn money engage, seems to
idicate a certain amount of adaptability.">ne woman made a specialty of belts and

5 thein In leather, kid and ribbon, to suit
revaillng styles. The airy lamp-shade

tuu Its companion piece for candles gave
another woman her living. One who had
lived a long time In India made and sold
delicious chutney and curry powder.Still others of housewifely tastes and at¬
tainments gained a reputation and an In¬
come from home-made jam, from salted al¬
monds and deviled biscuits. Their clien¬
tele Is in each case among personal friends,
.nd the dainties arc sold at prices suffi¬
ciently below the confectioners' to profit

e buyers as well as the sellers.
^oine women whose taste runs to dogs

the pet canines of other women out
lolly airings. Others take charge of
attending to the ornithological rites
lu£. bathing and tho like-

Severity and simplicity have had their

day. The table silver which has been most
recently designed bears "evidence of the
fact. Both Empire and Colonial styles
have been superseded, and by those of
greater elaboration, heavier and more or¬

nate. The very fact that silver, as silver, is
exceedingly cheap has Incited more decora¬
tive workmanship and more costly designs.
People who have money to spend must be
induced to spend it. Also, to a certain num¬
ber money values means worth; therefore
the price must be kept up, and cost must
enter into the making, since it does not into
the metal itself.
The Spring, with its inevitable number of

brides, is always productive of new things
In silver. Many gifts are to be made, and

HER FIRST SOCIAL IMPRESSION.
*

A little girl of four, whose parents had
been in mourning for some time, was much
Interested in the first dinner party that they
gave. Among the guests were her aunt and
uncle, who came In evening dress, and
stopped in at the nursery to give her a good
night kiss. The next morning the child
»aid to her mother: "Wasn't it queer,
mamma, for Aunt Kate to come here last
night without any waist on? But Uncle
Tom was all right. He had on a coat."

the equipment of the new home Is a favorite
choice. Realizing this, the dealers are ready
to meet the demand. From a chest of fine
wood, containing every possible spoon, fork
and knife, costing upward of $2,000, to
a simple sugar sifter in a silk box, which
can be bought for $3 or thereabouts, there
is every gradation of both beauty and cost.
The three latest designs are known as the

mythological, the Chantilly and the Han¬
over. Of these the two latter are conven¬
tional, while the former includes a variety
of subjects, such as Penelope recognizing
Ulysses, Minerva springing from the brain
of Jupiter, and the like.
A charming set for the serving of aspara¬

gus shows a novelty in the shape of the
fork, which has four broad prongs, the outer

HOME MADE RUGS.

Rugs for children's rooms or for bath¬
rooms may be made of white cotton rags
cut in strips and woven with a colored
warp, striped with the white, will add
plain or figured material in the color of the

warp, stroped with the white, will add
to the effects. Finish with a cotton fringe
In the same color.

two being peculiarly shaped, and a dish that
has the merit of serving more than one use.

With the drainer it keps the asparagus free
of moisture and in good shape. Without it,
it becomes a dish suitable for berries or

larger fruit, a fact that givers of bridal
gifts will do well to remember, for a com¬

plete outfit does not fall to the lot of every
new wife.
Ice cream sets and berry sets take a

variety of forms. The former ai*e divided
into two distinct sorts, that showing the
spoon and that showing the fork. "Some
people continue to exercise common sense,
and refuse to eat cream with a fork," said
a leading dealer in explanation of the fact.
"We make both, but even the new forks
are part spoons, for they are broad and the

BROILED TOMATOES,

Choose large, firm tomatoes; cut them
In halves, but do not peel them. Then
place them on a broiler, dust with salt
and pepper and broil over a clear but
moderate Are until tender.about twenty
minutes. When done lift them careful\y
to a heated plate, pour melted butter o- er

them and serve.
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tines are short." The slicing knife, how¬
ever, is the one server shown. Variety is
obtained by the use of enamel and of the
new rose gold, which is, in reality, a plat¬
ing on silver, and of just the tint its name

suggests. The enamel is seen in all de¬
grees of elaboration, from a single flower In
the gilded handle to a design that Includes
the whole. The bowls of the spoons, how¬
ever, are uniformly plain, either of silver
gilded In the rose tint or showing the
more familiar bright finish.
Variation becomes novelty. In a limited

sense at least, therefore the new berry
forks, showing four sledder tines, may fair¬
ly be said to be new. A dofcen together,
with a berry spoon, a cream ladle and
sugar sifter, set forth In a case of brocade,

A PLAIN TRUTH.

Two friends, who met for the first time
In some years, were Indulging In reminis¬
cences of early friends and acquaintances,
when one asked: "Where does Mrs. Blank
live now?" Before the other could reply
her little daughter of seven years looked

up from her play and answered earnestly:
"She does not live.she boards!"

and showing the comparatively simple
Chantilly pattern, make a tempting array.i
The silk and satin brocades are entirely
correct for the smaller services, only com¬

plete misfits are put In cases of the heavier
sort. Experience goes to show that the
case, like the setting of a jewel, serves to
enhance the value of silver, be it of ever
so prosaic use, and tHe buyer who is not
tempted by a set of bouillon spoons in a

background of soft silk is entirely lacking
in aesthetic sense. The day when use and
use alone was the prevailing element in
choice is past and gonej One buys silver
as one buys objects of purely ornamental
value, for the beauty of design, the per¬
fection of Workmanship, the delicate color¬
ing of the enamel or gilding and the grace
of form.

HER OUNCE OF PREVENTION.

A popular New York woman, who Is a

constant diner-out and who, although a

dyspeptic, will not deny herself the good
things of the table, always carries with
her a little silver bontbon box containing
compressed tablets that are designed to
aid nature in its efforts to digest unwhole¬
some food. Now and then, between the
courses, she will open the box in her lap
and surreptitiously convey a tablet to her
mouth.
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THREE TIMELY DRINKS.

Choose a two-quart jug. preferably of
glass, and squeeze Into it the juice of two
lemons and one orange. Stand upright in
the jug two strips of cucumber peel, cut
lengthwise, then fill to two-thirds the
depth with cracked ice. Pour cJaret over
the whole to within one-fourth of the top,
and at the moment of serving fill to the
brim with well-charged vichy.
Iced tea is happily subject to more exact

regulation. Whether the brand be Ceylon
or Chinese is, indeed, a matter of choice,but in either case, if it be good of its kind,
one generous teaspoonful to four cups of
boiling water will be found a safe guide.
Let it draw five minutes, then stir with a
spoon and strain: When cool add sugar
and lemon to taste. Serve in thin glassea
filled with crushed ice.

A good proportion for lemonade is half of
a large or the whole of a small lemon for
each glass. Strain the juice and thorough¬
ly mix with it the sugar; two teaspoonfuls
to the glass will be sufficient for the
average taste. Then add crushed ice and
water to the desired amount. Serve with
thin slices of lemon floating on the top.
The secret of success lies in the incorpora¬
tion of the lemon with the sugar. For some
hidden reason, when so prepared, the drink
has a richer, smoother quality than when
the usual method Is employed.


